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"O Hester!" cried Arthur Dimmesdale, in whose eyes
a fitful light, kindled by her enthusiasm, flashed up and
died away, "thou tellest of running a race to a man
whose knees are tottering beneath him! I must die
here. There is not the strength or courage left me to
venture into the wide, strange, difficult world, alone!"

It was the last expression of the despondency of a
broken spirit. He lacked energy to grasp the better for-
tune that seemed within his reach.

He repeated the word.

"Alone, Hester!"

*T?hou shalt not go alone!" answered she, in a deep
whisper.

Then, all was spoken!

XVHL A FLOOD OF  SUNSHINE

Arthur Dimmesdale gazed into Hester's face with
a look in which hope and joy shone out, indeed, but
with fear betwixt them, and a kind of horror at her
boldness, who had spoken what he vaguely hinted at,
but dared not speak.

But Hester Prynne, with a mind of native courage
and activity, and for so long a period not merely
estranged, but outlawed, from society, had habituated
herself to such latitude of speculation as was altogether
foreign to the clergyman. She had wandered, without
rule or guidance, in a moral wilderness; as vast, as in-
tricate and shadowy, as the untamed forest, amid the
gloom of which they were now holding a colloquy that
was to decide their fate. Her intellect and heart had
their home, as it were, in desert places, where she
roamed as freely as the wild Indian in his woods. For
years past she had looked from this estranged point of
view at human institutions, and whatever priests or
legislators had established; criticizing all with hardly